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That glued-on smile below the dark glasses 
stuck in the memory. The young man had be- 
come almost a fixture in George Wallace’s pri- 
mary campaign, hanging around the edges of 
it for some time and even offering his services 
to staff members as a volunteer worker. In 
Michigan, two days earlier, police had ques- 
tioned him briefly when they found him sit- 
ting alone in a parked car near the armory in 
Kalamazoo where a rally for the Alabama 
governor was to be held. In Maryland last 
week the stocky 21 -year-old with the short, 
straw-colored hair was tagging along again. 
His endless, tieht little smile, his Wallace but- 


The 

Snap 


THE WALLACE SHOOTING 





THE WALLACE SHOOTING 


The 

Savage 

Secret 

Behind 

k Smile 


That glued-on smile below the dark glasses 
stuck in the memory. The young man had be- 
come almost a fixture in George Wallace’s pri- 
mary campaign, hanging around the edges of 
it for some time and even offering his services 
to staff members as a volunteer worker. In 
Michigan, two days earlier, police had ques- 
tioned him briefly when they found him sit- 
ting alone in a parked car near the armory in 
Kalamazoo where a rally for the Alabama 
governor was to be held. In Maryland last 
week the stocky 21 -year-old with the short, 
straw-colored hair was tagging along again. 
His endless, tight little smile, his Wallace but- 
tons and his bizarre costume had been noticed 
in the crowd that morning at Wheaton (right). 
At Laurel in mid-afternoon he was back once 
more to watch the candidate speak (above). 
When the governor decided to come down 
from the platform and shake hands with the 
friendly shopping-center crowd, Arthur Brem- 
er suddenly revealed the savage secret of his 
smile. He fired a revolver point-blank at Wal- 
lace four or five times (next page) and the gov- 
ernor crumpled to the ground. In each shock- 
ing second of the act, Americans witnessed still 
another dreadful replay in the recurring mad- 
ness of our recent political history. Arthur 
Bremer’s deadly violence, which will haunt the 
rest of the 1972 campaign, kept ringing with 
awful echoes of the 1960s. In a book police 
found in Bremer’s room in Milwaukee was 
the handwritten line: “Cheer up, Oswald.” 








Im a friendly crowd, 
a murderous hand 
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This sequence on the assassination at- 
tempt, taken by CBS news camera- 
man Laurens Pierce, begins (top) wit 
George Wallace in the blue shirt shak- 
ing hands with people in the shop- 
ping center in Laurel. Suddenly a 
hand holding a revolver (above) ap- 
pears from the group at the gover- 
nor’s right and the gun is fired. Ar- 
thur Bremer in dark glasses can now 
be partially seen behind the grimacing 

man with the cap. The Secret Service 

man standing at right tenses, appar- 
ently at the first sound of the shots. 
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At the climax of the attempt on Gov- 
ernor Wallace’s life, gunsmoke par- 
tially obscures the scene as Bremer 
steps out from behind his human 
screen. Hunched in the blue coat at 
Wallace’s left is Secret Service agent 
Nicholas Zorvas, and both he and the 
candidate have been wounded by this 
time. The agent at right bunches a 
black coat in his hand and begins 
to make a move to protect Wallace. 


In the strip of pictures starting at left 
below, Arthur Bremer stands out in 
the open, near the end of his violence. 
The man in the gray cap has grabbed 
his gun arm. Wallace and Zorvas have 
reeled out of sight under the impact 
of the shots. The agent at right rears 




In the strip of pictures starting at left 
below, Arthur Bremer stands out in 
the open, near the end of his violence. 
The man in the gray cap has grabbed 
his gun ai m. Wallace and Zorvas have 
reeled out of sight under the impact 
of the shots. The agent at right rears 
back with the coat he then hurls (cen- 
ter) to block Bremer’s aim as agents 
leap toward him. Below agent Zor- 
vas staggers away from the melee, 
clutching his serious throat wound. 
Two others, Wallace’s personal body- 
guard and a young woman campaign 
worker, were much less badly hit. 











Protected by police anxious to get him away from 
the pio-Wallace crowd, Bremer, whose unhappy past 
is reported on pages 32-35, is bundled (above) to- 


ward a patrol car. At the right, Wallace lies open- 
eyed on the ground awaiting an ambulance while his 
wife Cornelia comforts him. Quick medical teamwork 


and his own strong constitution saved the governor’s 
life. But pending further surgery, there were seri- 
ous doubts that he would ever be able to walk again. 
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